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THE AUTOBIOGRAPHY OF

November         I loved the Master and have never known anyone at

iyth, 1910   all like him.   He was a mixture of slim and simple that

no country but my own could have produced, with a

devotion to schemes and persons only equalled by an

Italian servant of the I5th century.

When I am disgusted by lack of heart, candour or
character in the people I meet, I do not want to see them -
but the Master had no such recoil; I feel it a waste of
time being in mean company, but no one wasted the
Master's time ; he was plump and laughed, and, though
an indefatigable worker, was ready to see anyone at any
time and in any place. He found a fish in every net,
caught some and let others go, and his thinking powers
were entirely concentrated upon people. I never knew
what his political convictions were but he devoted the
best part of his life to Liberalism. He had a real affection
for Mr. Lloyd George, and did his utmost to make him work
loyally with iny husband. His flair for stage-manage-
ment amounted to genius and he was familiar with every
form of advertisement.

Working daily with a man like Henry, whose modesty
amounts to deformity, and whose independence of
character baffles the prophets and irritates the Press, our
Chief Whip's ingenuity and tresource were invaluable to
us in 10 Downing Street, and when he left us we did not
find his successor. His pleasure in this world, as well as his
duty, was concerned in making men live harmoniously
together, and Lord Murray of Elibank should have a
high place in the next, if the Almighty keeps His promise
to the Peace-makers.

December         After the final figures of the Elections were known
21 st, 191 o   he came to see my husband.   He told us that the Unionists,
being wrong in their calculations, were raising an outcry
over the results of the Election, giving every reason but
the right one to account for our success.
He ended his talk by saying:
" I met Acland Hood, who is suffering from all the